The Random Jottings of Donald Jay from Nelson in Pendle. 

In the quiet town of Accrington, nestled on Pendle Street, stood a house shrouded in mystery. 
The year was 1965, and the once-happy home at 38 Pendle Street had become a place of fear 
and unease. Whispers of a haunting manifestation circulated among the townsfolk, spreading 
like wildfire through the community. 

The house, with its aging Victorian architecture, held secrets that whispered through its halls. Its 
walls seemed to hold memories, and its rooms echoed with the remnants of a troubled past. It 
was rumored that the entity that haunted this residence was unlike anything anyone had ever 
encountered before. 

The townspeople spoke of a strangely shaped apparition, a glowing specter that radiated an eerie 
light. Those who dared to venture close to the house claimed that just being in its presence sent 
shivers down their spines. The very air around the house seemed to vibrate with an otherworldly 
energy, an invisible force that invoked a profound sense of unease. 

As the rumors spread, so did the tales of the haunting encounters experienced by the unfortunate 
residents who once called this house their home. Bumps in the night, scratching sounds that 
came from nowhere, and a pervasive feeling of being watched plagued those who dwelled 
within its walls. 

The first family to encounter these spectral phenomena was the Johnsons. John and Margaret 
Johnson, along with their two young children, moved into 38 Pendle Street with high hopes and 
dreams for a happy life. However, it didn't take long for their dreams to turn into a haunting 
nightmare. 

At first, the disturbances were subtle, barely noticeable. A flickering light here, an unexplained 
chill there. But as time went on, the manifestations grew bolder and more terrifying. Objects 
would move on their own accord, floating eerily through the air, defying the laws of gravity. 
Shadows danced along the walls, taking on shapes that defied logic. 

The Johnsons' children, Michael and Sarah, became especially affected by the haunting. They 
would wake up in the middle of the night, drenched in cold sweat, claiming to have seen a 
spectral figure standing at the foot of their bed. Their once-innocent faces turned pale with fear, 
and sleep became a distant memory. 

Desperate for a solution, the Johnsons sought the help of local paranormal investigators. 
Together, they set out to uncover the truth behind the haunting of 38 Pendle Street. Armed with 
cameras, audio recorders, and an unyielding determination, they delved into the dark history of 
the house. 

Through extensive research, they discovered that the house had a tragic past. Decades earlier, a 
family had lived in the very same residence, suffering from deep emotional turmoil. The father, 
a troubled man, had taken his own life within those walls, leaving behind a profound sense of 
grief and despair. 

The investigators believed that the manifestation haunting the house was the tormented spirit of 
the deceased father. His pain and anguish had become trapped within the walls, his presence 
eternally tied to the home he once lived in. 

Armed with this knowledge, the investigators devised a plan to help release the spirit from its 
earthly bounds. They conducted a séance, reaching out to the troubled soul, offering solace and u 
nderstanding. Slowly, the presence began to fade, its grip on the house and its inhabitants 
loosening. 

Over time, the haunting diminished, and a sense of peace settled over 38 Pendle Street. The 
Johnsons, grateful for the return of tranquility, moved on, leaving the house behind, a relic of a 
haunting past. 

To this day, the house on Pendle Street stands as a testament to the supernatural, a reminder that 
the past can leave its mark on the present. Its ghostly tales continue. 


By Donald Jay 


